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What a darkness there was in the sky, as I
looked out from my terrace, where, as was the
custom, the Pir had left on the table a phial
of whisky and two glasses and a key to open the soda
bottles. I think the Pir had a theory that all alcohol
should be consumed in company and though he knew
little about drink, for his religion forbade it, he had
theories on it just the same. Time and again he had
seen that the other glass was not used, but he insisted
on leaving two glasses just the same and I never
disturbed his routine. I poured out a little drink for
myself and in the other glass too, fetched two sodas
and some ice from the thermos and took them all
into the room and left them on the table near the bed.
" Well, Judy, let's drink a toast," I said.
" I don't drink as a rule I can't take it. Makes
my feet go funny and then I am not sure of myself."
" But for a toast you must. Even if it is only
a sip "
She picked up the glass, sat up and said: " What
do we drink to ? "
" Yes, what shall we drink to ?......Maxine's
where we first met ? "
" No, I wouldn't drink to that."
" To the blue, printed cotton dress in which I
first saw you?"
" No," she said with such a sour face.
" To the black two-seater ? "
" No, that's much too dangerous."
" To the stars you like to gaze at ? "